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Programme 
i 
Old German Spiritual Songs 


1) © Heiland, reiss die Himmel auf (1623). : 
O Lord, end’the Heavens-aSunder, fling-wide the _..’ 
gates test off all locks-and bolts; pe tit feom' J... 


Heaven. 
O Earth you shall blossom, all mountains and 
fields shall grow green. O Earth, bring forth new 
buds. O Lord, rise from the Earth. 
Then shall we be thankful, O Lord. We shall 0% 
glorify you and bless you ever and ever again. ee 


Amen. 
2) Sei nur still (1640). 
Be still my soul and wait on God. Be still, my soul, the sun may rise 
He knows all your cares and burdens. Ere you know it, on your morrow 
He can banish scourge and rod, Onward bravely to the skies; 
Bring you joy and honour’s guerdon. Cast away complaint and sorrow. 
All must follow on His will, ™ Think all follows on His will, 


Soul, be still. Soul, be still. 


3) Der Jager geistlich (1589). 


A huntsman wished to hunt near Heaven's 
throne. Whom did he meet there? Mary, the 
pure sweet Virgin. 

The huntsman blows a note on his little horn. 
How lovely it sounds! 

“Mary, O gentle Virgin, you are blessed by the 
Lord. Greetings to you, Mary! O Thou blessed 
Virgin; Thou shalt bear a little Child.” 

Mary. the pure and lowly, kneeling she prayed 
to God: ‘‘Thy will be done.’ 


4) Ein altes Lobgesang von Christi Himmelfahrt. A } ten Kyte 


Christ, the King of Honour is risen, A 
; Allelujah. . ig 61. 
. , ett Let us sing to praise Him, : 
Meet © Let us sing to glorify Him, | , SAR 
fl Allelujah. { me etl nag OF 


o eee ‘F ee ja 3 AAL€ 4-L Mg ws case Vy 4 A hea 4 
Schubert hen 


1) Dem unendlichen. fe, 
How uplifted the heart, pondering Thee Sing thou with them 

O Infinite God. Mid the music of harps. 
It shudders when it looks down and sees its self! O crystal sea! : divostiapieiinnspapeacaitanosataiaiiea 
Mis’ry dire, Mis'ry there and night and death! Ye never can sing Th 2, 
Great God, Thou callest me from my night, His praises enough, eats 
Thou, the helper, in grief and death! God it is, God whom ye praise. a ‘3 


Then fully I grasp that immortal. J am like my 
God whom no praise down at the grave, up at Planets thunder in solemn measured march! 


the | throne, Lord God, is gratitude, no te- Join ye planets, in the great trumpet choir, 
DONEC eS ere Sing, all ye suns, there you pathway of light * 
Ye trees wave with gladness Jein in the trumpet choir, 
Mid music of harps, God it is. God whom ye praise. 


2)  Naturgenuss. 
At twilight the silver spring is murmuring through the purple shade of flowers. 
The poplar’s ever changing green is whispering over it. 


I look round about me, but my thoughts travel higher, 
State and gold and fame are as toys, O Nature, in your Sanctuary. 


The foreboding of Heaven overwhelms us, if we understand your sound of love. 
To cling to your breast, O Nature, gives heavenly joy. 


ree 


ad 


3) Lachen und Weinen. 


Laughing and weeping, unmindful of season, 


Love and love only can tell you a reason— 
At the dawn [ am gay; 
But why tears should be flowing 
When the sunset is glowing 
I myself cannot say. 
I myself cannot say. 


4) Der Wegmeiser. 


Why forsake the beaten highways, 
Where the other wanderers go? 

Wherefor seek the hidden byways, 
Thro’ untrodden mountain snow? 


There is none whom [ have injured, 
That I so avoid mankind. 

’Twas but folly that I ventured 
Thro’ these wilds a path to find, 


5) Gretchen am Spinnerad. 


O my heart is sad, 

My rest is o’er, 

And never, alas, shall I find it more. 
And when he’s not near 

My grave lies here— 

"Tis all distress and bitterness, 

My poor weak head seems tempest toss’d, 
My poor weak senses seem quite lost. 


6)  Seligkeit. 


Angels and Saints have countless joys 

In the Hall of Heaven, 

So have our fathers taught us. 
Forever would | there rejoice! 
Forever would [ there rejoice! 


Laughing and weeping, unmindful of season, 
Love and love only can tell you the reason. 
Sore I wept as night fell, 
But the morning thereafter, 
Why, I waken with laughter. 

O heart, thou only cans’t tel!. 

O heart, thou only cans’t tell. 


There’s a post at every crossing, 
Showing how to find the town, 
Far beyond their ken I’m passing 
Seeking rest and finding none. 


Yet I see a guidepost standing 
Evermore before my face, 

To a path my feet commanding 
That no trav’ler can retrace. 


"Tis he alone from the window I seek, 

With him alone go out to speak. 

His noble form, his bearing so high, 

And his smile so radiant, his all powerful eye. 
His witching words for me such bliss, 

His hands’ fond grasp, and, O, his kiss. 


I long my arms around him to cast, 
Could [I but sieze him and hold him fast, 
And kiss and kiss as I desir’d 

"Till on his kisses my life expir’d. 


To everyone smiles a heavenly bride, 
To the sound of the Harp and Psalter 
We dance and sing. 
Forever would [| there rejoice! 
Forever would | there rejoice! 


Happily would I here remain, 
Were Laura to give me one smiling glance, 
And end my heart’s complaining. 
Then happily would [ ever here remain! 
Then happily would I ever here remain! 


Die Warnung. 


Youth always likes to nibble, 

If left alone. 

Maidens are easy to entrap 

If one knows how to catch them unawares. 


Could this surprise you? 
Maidens are full of life, 
And nibbling tastes so good. 


IiZ 
Mozart 


Yet nibbling before eating 

Spoils the meal. 

Some, there were, who forgot this and lost their 
treasure, 

Yes, and even lost their sweethearts. 


Parents, let this be a warning. 
It is better to lock up the sweets, 
And also to lock up the sweet young girls. 


Beethoven 


Mit einem Gemalten Band. 


Tiny flowers, tiny leaves, 
Strewn lightly on a delicate ribbon 


__: "By the Godesses of Spring. 


O, Zephyr, take the ribbon on thy wing, 
Wind it about the robe of my beloved. 


In all her joy she steps before the mirror, 


Sees herself encircled with flowers, 


Herself a tender bud. 
One glance, beloved, 
And I have received my reward. 


Ah, feel what this heart offers. 
Only give me your hand, 

And that which holds us 

Will be more binding 

Than a delicately painted ribbon. 


Schumann 


1)  Schneegléckchen. 


Last night in soft persistent showers— 
The snowflakes fell. 

Now they remain on earth as flowers, 
Each flake a bell. 


O snowdrop do you ring the message, 
We long to hear? 

Your tiny bells should surely presage 
The spring’s return. 


Oh yes! the sleepy woods are waking 


To deck her shrine, 


For once again her breath is making 


The earth divine. 


2)  Verratene Liebe. 


When we kissed at night, 
No one observed us. 

The stars shone in the sky. 
We trusted the stars. 


Then one of the stars happened to fall, 
And accused us to the sea, 

Then the sea told the oars, 

And the oars informed the sailor. 


Then the sailor sang of it to his love. 
And now all the boys and girls 

Are singing about it in chorus 

In the street and the market. 


Brahms 


Standchen. 


Good evening, my love, and good evening, my dear, The night is so cold, the wind is so wild, 


Good evening, my dear— 

I come for love of thee 

So lift the latch for me, 

Prithee, lift the latch, lift the latch, 
Lift the latch for me. 


My door it is bolted, Ill not let thee in, 
V’ll not let thee in. 

Mother, she spoke the truth, 

Should’st thou come in forsooth, 

All were o’er with me. 


The wind is so wild, 
Soon will it freeze my heart 
Then will my love depart, 
Let me in, dear child. 


If it should go, let thy love begone, 
Thy love begone, 

That it should go were best, 

Go home to bed, to rest, 

So, good night, my lad. 


Wolf 


1) Selbstgestandnis. 


I am mother’s only child, 


you see, 


And as no others came after me, 

There might have been more, say six or seven, 
All that they might have had, to me was given; 
All her love and goodness were showered upon me, 
For a whole half dozen was [| thus petted, 


Ne’er will I, whilst I live, 


forget it. 


It would not have hurt me, there is no doubt, 
If I had been whipped for all six together. 


2) Storchenbotschaft. 


Up high in the moors on the heather-grown land, 


They both make a bow, as is right they should, 


Upon but two wheels does the shepherd's house stand; And gladly would speak, oh, if only they could! 
Who would not be glad, there to lay down his head! What want now these creatures? is’t but to annoy? 
A shepherd would not with a king ‘change his bed. Or do they perhaps bring me tidings of joy? 


If sometimes at night wondrous sounds make him 
He quick tells his beads and then goes off to sleep; 
And be it a goblin or mischievous sprite, 


creep, You bring me good news of my girl, [ dare say? 
Have probably brought her a gift e’en this day? 
The child and the mother are crying, [ trow, 


He answers them not, though they knock with all might. She wishes her dearest could be with her now, 


But once it was really too much he did find: 
The shutter was creaking, the dog loudly whined; 
The shepherd now lifteth the latch and, oh, see! 


And wants for the Christening riches untold: 
A lamb and a sausage, a purse full of gold? 
Go tell her, I’ll come in two days, at most three, 


Two storks there are standing, as pleased as can be. Take care of my laddie and greet him for me! 


But stay! will you tell me why two of you’ve come? 
You surely no message of twins bring from home? 
The storks fiap their wings and look knowing and sly, 
They nod and they curtsey, and off they then fly, 

They nod and they curtsey, and off they then fly. 


